CHAPTER IV
DISMAY
>;>
DN a hard inn bed in a  Serbian hamlet lies a grizzled man with a reckless face; dark, furrowed, scarred by life, but indomitable. He has just made ~rhaps his thousandth electoral speech, accompanied by te cheers of his party friends, and has come back to rest. %o-morrow morning he must travel on. He is weary to eath of dust, and heat, of phrase-making and heckling, nd yet he cannot relax. The man is Pashitch, Minister-1 resident of Serbia.
'It must come soon now,' he thinks, staring at the rail. 'It cannot be more than a few days longer. And his damned electoral campaign coming at this moment! n. Vienna they can take things easier. His Majesty says he word, the Court stands at attention, summer-quarters whenever possible, and so long as the august forehead is iot clouded, the Minister suns himself in favour. We >oor chaps are run off our legs, touting for the so-called popular favour. Like those Romans whom I saw once in Hat play of Shakespeare's—what was its name ?—when I was studying engineering at Zurich.
'Thirty years Radical leader, and still touring the :ountry at elections! I believe I was really freer as a young •efugee in Bulgaria and Switzerland. There was a price >n my head, of course, but no one bothered me. Will Russia keep her word this time ? The Tsar promised me raithfully last year: "Tellyour King that we will do every-^hingfor 'Serbia!" But what does the poor chap know about politics?-Isvolski is gone, Hartwig's dead, Sazonov isn't ;afe,'
And between sleeping and waking his mind reviews for the hundredth time the coils of the last few days, >iat of which his plans are taking form. Possibly he thinks
61 in at Belgrade in that form!"
